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he wanted to tell his wife off — 
and today was that day I 


King-Size Saturday 






















stodgy monument to Togetherness, was shattering, but refreshing 


. cigaret dangling from her verm 
As Phyllis confessed ruefully 


the Venus of 
Cormorant Court 
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BUSINESS! 




BOOKS for ADULTS 


eyes informed him he had said the 
right thing. When the ex-editor emerg- 
ed, the three of them left the apart- 
ment together. 

Downstairs, in the lobby, Lorna 
Rawlings paused at the switchboard. 
"If there are any calls,” she told the 
operator, "I’m out for a drive.” As 
she rejoined the men, she said, "I 
know this kerchief is all wrong, but 
it’s the nearest thing to mourning I 
have. There’s been so little time . . 

Crawford didn’t bother replying. He 
got rid of his sponsor tactfully on the 
sidewalk, ushered Lorna into his little 
red sports-car. They drove off without 
a word, and the silence lasted until 
they were deep into Jersey. Crawford 
let it ride. Lorna interested him in a 
number of ways. She offered a number 
of puzzles he enjoyed trying to solve. 

As he turned toward the shore road 
and Rumson, she looked at him and 
said, "why are you doing this?” 

"Because I want to,” he told her. 

She digested this for several miles. 
He noticed the run in her left stocking 
and the fact that the clasp on her black 
suede handbag didn’t work. He thought 
about the hospital-neat apartment in 
which she lived. He wondered what 
she had done with the murder weapon, 
how she had managed to keep it hid- 
den from the police — or, if she had 
disposed of it, how. 

He stopped at a quiet motel he 
knew of, with a pleasant, quiet bar- 
and-restaurant. He bought her a drink, 
and then another, and talked amusing- 
ly, lightly, of personalities he believed 
might interest her. He asked her no 
questions, although he could sense 
the question that was bothering her 
increasingly. He found her quite en- 
chanting. 

Finally, she put down her glass and 
looked at him with open curiosity in 
her huge, dark-circled, grey-blue eyes. 
She said, "Why are you doing this?” 

"Because you're one of the most at- 
tractive women I’ve ever met,” he told 
her. 

Her laugh was low and slightly em- 
barrassed. "But I look perfectly awful,” 
she told him. 

He shook his head, extended a fore- 
finger and touched first one, then the 
other, of the rings under the grey- blue 
eyes. "They become you,” he said. "In 
fact, they make you irresistible.” 

"I wish — ” she began, then halted 
abruptly. In lighter tone, she said, 
"Isn’t this rather an expensive way to 
earn a compliment?” 

"That,” he said quietly, "depends 
entirely upon what it gains you.” 

Her eyes were suddenly veiled. 
"What do you mean?” she asked him. 

His smile was as slow and implac- 
able as the gesture with which his 
fingers captured one of her wrists on 


the tablecloth. "I mean exactly what 
you think I do,” he told her. "I want 
you very much — not tomorrow, not 
next week, not next month, right 
now.” 

It was a crisis-moment. Had he not 
sensed from their moment of intro- 
duction that he had stirred her as a 
man, he would not have dared make 
such an outrageous proposal so soon. 
Along with his awareness of her re- 
sponse went other understanding — 
that here was a thoroughly shattered 
woman, close to the breaking point. 
Her quiet, the low pitch of her voice, 
the thoughtful economy of her ges- 
tures — all bespoke not serenity but 
the iron self-control of desperation. 
Behind the facade lay tensions and 
passions piled up like electricity in a 
thundercloud. Here was a woman in 
critical need of neuro- emotional release. 
And he knew only one way of granting 
it to her. 

She opened her pale, full, pink lips 
to tell him to take her home at once. 
She closed them slowly, her eyes on 
his. Then her regard fell away, and a 
look of surprise crept over her beau- 
tiful face. She said, "I must be out of 
my mind.” 

He had won. 

There was nothing of love, nothing 
gentle, in what happened on a large, 
soft double bed in one of the motel 
cabins. Once Lorna released her tight 
rein, she was. all primitive woman — 
so primitive, so inexhaustibly demand- 
ing, that, for once, the investigator 
found himself hard put to it to play 
the full partner in such an encounter. 
There was delight, of course — there 
had to be — but there was also a touch 
of something close to madness in the 
fury of her fulfillment. 

When sanity returned, she lay nude 
beside him, panting and whimpering 
with the aftermath of passion not 
fully faded. She half-rose, turning to- 
ward him and clasping his lean face 
between her hands. Looking into his 
eyes, she said incredulously, "This 
didn’t happen. I couldn’t have!” 

"What does your body tell you?” he 
countered. 

"But I’ve never in my life done any- 
thing like this with a man I didn’t 
know.” 

"I hope you’ll consider it a proper 
introduction — or an improper one,” 
said Crawford, freeing nis face and 
sitting up himself to kiss her gently 
on the lips. 

"Don’t joke!” She was close to 
tears. "It musn’t ever, ever, happen 
again.” 

"Ever,” he told her, tenderly fond- 
ling the delights of the lovely body, 
"is a long, long time.” 

She gasped, went rigid in his hands, 
then relaxed into rhythmic response. 


"You musn’t, darling,’ ’ ,she whispered. 
"You mustn’t 1 .” • yf ; 
"Why not?’’ he countered. . 
"Because — ” She was speaking with 
difficulty now. "Because there’s — 
someone else.” ; 

Even as her body responded again 
to his embrace, she tried to fight him. 
When it was over, she lay with her 
eyes shut, utterly exhausted. As if it 
were a chant, she repeated, "Darling, 
there’s someone else . . . darling, there’s 
someone else.” 

"Can I help jt if Nick Jessup’s a 
damned fool — or worse?” Crawford 
said. ; : 

Her gasp, this tinje, contained alarm, 
surprise, rather than ecstasy. Her eyes 
opened, and she sat up. She said, "You 
know about Nick — arid me.” 

"I do,” he told her. 

"Then why .. . . ?” 

He finished lighting a pair of cig- 
arets, handed her one. "I can assure 
you it’s not because I want Nick Jes- 
sup’s leftovers,.”; he informed Lorna. 
"Perhaps it’s because I sensed your 
need. Or, perhaps, because of my own.” 
"My- — need?” she asked in a 
whisper. 

"Your need,” he assured her. "It 
must be about the most horrible: thing 
that can happen to a woman — to kill 
her husband for love of another man, 
only to have him give her the pro- 
verbial air.” 

It was a double-eagle, a 300 string, 
a perfect day at the track. Her eyes 
round, her lips parted, she whispered, 
"How did you know?” 

"A number of things,” he told her, 
"Among them, information that seems 
to have escaped the police. Among 
other things, the fact that Hal Raw- 
lings was an unspeakable heel who 
never gave you tne slightest oppor- 
tunity to get rid of him. The police . 
and press are still convinced he was 
something of a little white god, wav- 
ing his stainless steel banner on high 
as he battled the criminal elements.” 
"Go on,” she told him. 

"Your home looks and feels and 
smells like a hospital dispensary. Yet 
you are a woman who likes to drop 
her lingerie wherever she feels like 
dropping it, who doesn’t care over- 
much about neatness, who enjoys drop- 
ping an occasional ash on the rug for 
the sheer devil of it.” 

"It was a nightmare,” she told him. 
"An unbelievable, living nightmare!” 
"At least,” he said , thoughtfully, 
"you seem to like variety in heels — 
first Sir Galahad, then Nick Jessup, 
now me.” 

"Nick’s no heel,” she said, gripping 
his biceps hard. "And there is no you.” 
"I can change your mind about 
that,” he told her, pulling her close 
— turn to page 42 










■3$f; 










tn 




by MICHAEL WELDON 




Crawford flipped 



CHAIRY OLD SOUL 

The angry rasp Of the spinster-ten- 
ant's voice made the hotel desk-clerk 
wince. "I'm in room 1 106, " she snap- 

parading around in the room directly 
across the court without a stitch of 
clothes on. He's got his shades up, and 

"('ll send the house detective up at 
once," the harried clerk promised, and 
proved as good as his word. Within 
minutes, the protection officer was 
knocking on the door pf room 1106. 

After examining the view, he told 
the outraged spinster, "You’re quite 
right, ma’am, the gentleman across the 
court has no clothes on — • but the win- 
dow sill covers him from the waist 

"Not,” replied the old maid, "if you 
come over here and stand on this 
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Says Philbert, "I want a girl, jus 
like the girl that Dad had on the side.' 
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FRACAS SCHMACAS! 

sexy young wench was Standing up to 
the judge in Municipal Court. Said the 
bench-warmer, eyeing her rather bat- 







' Three times, 

. ^ the brutal maniac had slain, 
and the town 
lay tense and waiting again . . . 


installing his hi-fi set, of garaging his 
easy old roadster below, of places for pipe 
sody rack and fishing pole and tools, 
you Then just two months ago the world 

turned a page and Hcle 

"All the fine print. Bob had 
stay that he’d t 


tra dictation' that Friday and then a "Bot 
missed bus and then the weekend mar- 'for me 
keting. It was near dusk before Helen else — -. 

Bradley climbed to her snug apartment hadn't . 
in the converted carriage house. Stow- "AH 
ing groceries into cupboard and refrig- right. I 
erator, she remembered the evening long. I 
paper and went back to the little porch "Hut 


please. Do you think it'; 
o ask you? If I knew an; 
nybody I could trust — i 

. . well. I've got a date." 
v," she said, and hung u 


In’t remember 

- evening. But 

happened to them. She 
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ling inwardly 
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here’s why you will want to jol 











what might 


